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earlier, washed and got ready. On the first morning we were
escorted by a fellow student to the Pining Hall on the ground
floor. The tables were arranged according to classes. We there-
fore found our seat at the Junior table. We were waited on bj
two waitresses in uniform, and were shocked again by American
democracy when we were introduced to them and had to rise
from our seats to shake hands with them.
Directly below the Dining Boom, in the basement was the
kitchen presided over by a sweet old woman called Anna, the
cook. She was a motherly person, over 65 who called us all
"*boys"? and looked after us with care and affection as though
we were her children. We visited her occasionally in the kitchen,
and when we failed to do so for any length of time she enquired
why, sent for us and invariably gave us a nice hot eup of coffes
with plenty of cream in it, or a good red apple. Poor old Anna
is now dead, but her memory will always abide as something to
be cherished by those of us who knew her.
On the ground floor, besides the Dining Koom was the Social
Room, Le., students' common hall with a piano and cushioned
chairs and lounges, where one sat and talked, sang, played indoor
games, or had meetings*, parties or other social functions. Ad-
joining it was the Chapel, equipped with a beautiful organ. Here
the whole student body and staff met for prayers every morning
before classes commenced. Then there were lecture rooms, office
and book store where we could buy what we needed in the way
of stationary and books, and a noise-proof Music Room where
one eould practice on the piano or sing without disturbing
any one*